rShe nodded, her throat tightening with emotion.
In the slow dusk, they followed the Hill Road to Valley Street,
crossed the Valley Street Bridge to the River Drive. They took the
twisting, picturesque road to Leslie Park, then on to Crystal Falls.
High above the river, high above the picnic grounds, JeSry parked
the car. " Beautiful here, isn't it? " he said.
" Yes, beautiful."
He turned to her, drew her into his arms. As his lips touched her
hair, her cheeks, and found her mouth, she knew that near to him she
was lost. Her love was force and hunger, miraculously stilled to
tenderness. " I'll never feel like this again," she thought sadly.
Jeffry said, with assurance, " You do love me, don't you, Julia? "
" Of course, of course.   I always have."
" Always? "   He laughed gently.   " Has it been so long? "
Her voice choked.   " The shortest time, yet for ever."
" But we have all the rest of our lives. Will you marry me soon,
Julia? To-morrow? "
She clung to the word. " To-morrow. My darling, how could I
marry you to-morrow? " She added shakily, trying to stem the tide
of panic that rushed over her, " Let's compromise. I'll give you your
answer then. How's that? "
He said huskily, impatiently, " I want you now, Julia. To-night.
But I couldn't take you once and let you go. I've got to have you for
teeps. So why not to-night? Isn't * yes' a simple word? " He was
smiling at her, his hair and eyes dark above her.
Jcffijt Jtfffy* it would be easier to give you myself at this moment
than to say that one small wordl
Aloud she said, " I wish it were simple. Marriage isn't simple,
Jeffry. I can't make such a momentous decision now. Not to-night
when you have your arms around me. Later to-night when I'm more
quiet, I shall write you a letter------"
'   Jeffry frowned and stared hard at her,   " A letter? "
"Yes. To tell you how I feel about marriage and you." She
buried her face in his shoulder, hating her weakness and her treachery.
" You've never had a letter from me, have you? " she asked in a
muffled voice.
He laughed, his doubts dispelled with the warmth of her embrace.
His arms tightened about her. " A letter," he said reluctantly. " Well,
so be it. But make it special delivery."
She did not write to him that night. She couldn't. Julia was too
strained with emotion, too full of heart to destroy this strange self
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